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represent, it appears to me to-day, more self-confes-
sions, above all, more avowals of self, than any real
psychology of those masters who were both related to
me as intimately as they were antagonistically. I
was the first to distil, as it were, out of them both, a
kind of unity. At present this superstition is very
much in the foreground of German culture. All Wag-
nerites are disciples of Schopenhauer. It was quite
the other way when I was young. In those days it
was the last of the Hegelians who rallied round Wag-
ner. And "Wagner and Hegel" was the battle-cry of
the 'fifties.

Between "Thoughts Out of Season" and "Human,
All Too Human/7 there lies a crisis and a skin-casting.
Moreover, I lay physically for years at the gates of
death. This was, positively, a great piece of good for-
tune. I forgot myself, lived myself down. And I have
accomplished the same feat a second time. Thus it
comes about that you and I have exchanged courtesies.
I think we are a pair of wanderers in the wilderness
who are glad to have met each other.

With true regards, I remain,

Yours,

NIETZSCHE.

BRANDES TO NIETZSCHE.

Copenhagen, March 7, 1888.
DEAR SIR:

You are revelling, I expect, in beautiful spring
weather, while up here we have had abominable snow-
storms, and have been cut off from Europe for sev-